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Bruce Beasley
A ME N
T h e  clothes  o f  a sc a rec row 
sha ke  in a  wind  an d  are  lifted.
D rye r  t h a n  sunse t ,  s ca t t ered  a n d  lost  in a field.
Likewise,  I’m s h o o k  up  by the wind ,  a n d  w a l k  in to  it, 
s t reet  af te r  st reet  in this rain.  Like a p raye r ,
I fol low so m e o n e  I’ve never  me t ,  a few g lances back.
But I just spit  in the st reet  a n d  keep  walk ing,  
my ra inc oa t  s tuck  to  my  skin.
A n d  the b locks  fall by me  like f lowers in a p a r a d e ,  
and  the  w in do w s  fog up  a n d  the  faces o f  old w o m e n  vani sh.  
N o th in g  bu t  me,  s inging the  sadd es t  song  I ca n  th in k  of. 
A m e n  to the  wind  a n d  the  c rack ed  cu p  o f  m y  hands .
A m e n  to the  r o o m s  an d  the  r en te d  w o m e n ,  
a m e n  al so to  the  angels ,  f luff ing the i r  wings.
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